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"What are you doing, Monsieur?" And, stand-
ing up against the wall, she compelled him to remain
perfectly quiet under the glance of her large blue
eyes glowing with anger.
"Listen to me!   I love youl"
She broke into a laugh, a shrill, discouraging
laugh. Deslauriers felt himself suffocating with anger.
He restrained his feelings, and, with the look of a
vanquished person imploring mercy:
"Ha! you are wrong! As for me, I would not
go like him."
"Of whom, pray, are you talking?"
"Of Frederick.'1
"Ah! Monsieur Moreau troubles me little. I told
you that!"
"Oh! forgive me! forgive me!" Then, drawling
his words, in a sarcastic tone:
"I even imagined that you were sufficiently in-*
terested in him personally to learn with pleasure-----"
She became quite pale.   The ex-law-clerk added:
"He is going to be married."
"He!"
"In a month at latest, to Mademoiselle Roque, the
daughter of M. Dambreuse's agent. He has even
gone down to Nogent for no other purpose but that."
She placed her hand over her heart, as if at the
shock of a great blow; but immediately she rang the
bell. Deslauriers did not wait to be ordered to leave.
When she turned round he had disappeared.
Madame Arnoux was gasping a little with the
strain of her emotions. She drew near the window
to get a breath of air.
On the other side of the street, on the foot-path,
a packer in his shirt-sleeves was nailing down a